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Happy Hour 


Nights in Hollywood were always vibrant. Bright lights adorned buildings and music flowed from open doors. 
There was an air of expectation hanging over the city. Anything was possible, especially at night. 


Even as the city slid into the suburbs, the energy still crackled The bar, a rundown little joint beside the 
Palladium, was a hotbed for this potent electricity. Hollywood Joe's was the place to see bands that, in a few 
months time, would be upgrading to the Whisky and the Roxy. 


Leaning against the bar with his dark hair falling into his eyes and an icy beer clutched in one hand, Dave 
surveyed the scene. Joe's was a typical bar; sticky floors, rickety furniture, busted lightbulbs and a low stage 
built beneath the bar's windows. That evening's entertainment was just setting up and, from the amount of 
leather, bullet belts, and long hair on show, Dave knew that he was going to enjoy them. 


Dressed all in black and with his neatly trimmed beard, Dave looked like a typical LA hipster. The thing that set 
him apart from the others was the perpetual twinkle that danced through his eyes. He was always willing to 
take part in whatever fun happened to cross his path. As it was a Friday night, he was particularly eager to 


throw himself into the loop of drunken shenanigans. 


Through the murky window, Dave could just make out the flickering sign that read "Open". Much like the rest 
of the bar, it was in dire need of attention that it would never receive. He loved the place and, in return, it 


loved him. 


The young man that Dave assumed to be the singer, swung a battered Flying V guitar over his shoulder and 
plugged it in There was the painful whine of feedback and the man snarled at the Marshall amps behind him. 
Clouds of spirally red hair fell in to the singer's face and his lips seemed to be permanently twisted in to an 
omnipresent sneer. Gesturing the weary looking barman over, Dave nodded to the stage. 


"Get them a round of drinks. Looks like they need it” 


He pulled a crumpled hundred dollar bill from his pocket and held it out to the sour-faced server. The money 


was taken with a small nod and Dave grinned happily. 
"Keep the change," he added. 


He didn't get a reply. Not that he expected one by this point. The staff were as surly as the bar was decrepit. 
It was a good night if they made eye contact and how the place was still in business was anyone's guess. 
Possibly because it hadn't turned in to some happy, cheerful well of corporate loveliness like most of the rest 
of the entertainment industry had. Joe's had remained true to its roots; serve beer and whisky and nothing 
else, play music, treat the customers like shit so that they'll leave at the end of the night (but don't treat 
them too badly otherwise they won't come back). 


Dave turned his attention back to the band on stage. He was about to go and introduce himself when they 
decided to launch into their sound check. Or what appeared to constitute a sound check. There was the scream 
of electric guitars, followed by a wail of feedback, and finally the sound of someone creatively cursing. The 
bass player, a gent who only just looked old enough to be in a bar, squeezed between the window and their 
amps. For a moment there was the sound of pulling and pushing before the man reappeared. His perfectly kept 
blonde hair now looked dishevelled and his eyes were as big as dinner plates. He looked to the red-haired man 


and shrugged. 


After what seemed like an age, the band attempted again and Dave was pleasantly surprised at what he heard. 
Their sound was one that reminded him of the ‘80's. High speed guitars and beautiful vocals. The band's songs 
spoke of government conspiracies and relationships gone wrong. All were delivered with the red-head's growling 


Voice. 

Once the band's sound check was finished, Dave snatched up the four bottles of beer that were sweating on 
the bar and made his way over to the stage. He held the beers out to the four wary looking men and gave 
them a nod. 


"Take ‘em. You deserve them for playing a dive like this." 


The four young men stepped forward and took the drinks, their eyes still cautiously watching Dave. He smiled 


warmly at them before returning to fetch his own drink. 

He took a drink before commenting, "You sound really fuckin’ good. Can't wait to see you later. 

The red-head snorted and shook his corkscrew hair over his shoulders. "Yeah." 

Dave raised an eyebrow but continued to smile. They were going to be a tough crowd. 

"Keep drinking," he said. "They're on me." He gave them a wink as he walked back to his position at the bar. 


The eyes of the young band continued to watch him until the bass player put his guitar down and wandered 


over. 


"Who are you?" the wide eyed young man asked. Like the rest of the band, he looked to be in his early 
twenties. 


"Someone who's been in exactly the position you are tonight. Keep going because you guys are gonna be huge." 


Dave smiled and took another slug of his beer. He was exactly what he said he was except that it had taken 
him the best part of three hundred years to get there. Dropping a pair of hundred bills on to the bar, he 
nodded to the barman. 


"That man will keep you in beer all night. If you run out, just holler and I'll make sure you stay topped up." 


The bass player, all ripped black jeans and feathered blonde hair, gave him another of those wide eyed looks 
before making his way back to the band. Dave knew exactly what was going through their heads. They weren't 
the first young band he'd partied with and they wouldn't be the last. Their rise to fame would be partially 
because, at some point in the not too distant future, Dave would open his mouth and speak to the right people. 
After that, the red-head, the blonde, and the other two would find their path lined with stars. Yet Dave had a 
feeling that the drummer and lead guitarist wouldn't be with the band for long. 


As night fell so the bar began to fill up, a mix of guys in ripped jeans and faded band shirts and women in 
short, tight skirts. They hounded the bar, all but climbing over one another in their quest to get as drunk as 
quickly as possible. Dave just smiled and stepped to one side, his seventh beer of the night all ready well on its 
way to being finished. He allowed himself to be greeted by the regulars; the guys slapping him on the back and 
laughing with him while the women curled their lithe bodies around his body, their fingers toying with his hair. 
A few commented on how cool he always felt, a cool dude even in the hottest of LA summers. Dave just 


laughed and shook his head before downing another beer. 


With the bar eventually bathed in the orange glow of the streetlight, the band took to the stage. Pushing 
himself away from the bar, Dave wobbled a little a little and clutched his beer close. He squinted a little as he 


tried to focus on the four men. The red-head scanned the room with a look that could have killed every one of 


them. 


"Good evening, Los Angeles!" he bellowed and the crowd roared in response. 


Without pausing for breath, the first screaming notes tore through the humid air. Slamming his bottle on to 
the bar top, Dave dove head first into the crowd in a swirling mass of black and hair. In a heartbeat, a pit 
opened up with Dave gleefully dancing at its beating heart. 


Music had always been his passion, even when he'd been a youngster back in Ireland. He may have worked the 
land but his heart lay with the songs his mother had sung. Winding, whimsical songs about long dead men and 


religious figures, her lilting voice accentuating every note. 


The long winter nights had been spent sitting beside the fire and building improvised instruments from string 
and old wood. Neither his mother, nor his father, had complained, instead encouraging their young son's 
interest. To them, Dave had been a novelty among the families in their corner of the fair, green isle. While 


other young men went off drinking and chasing women, Dave was intent in his homemade studies. 


Dave remembered the day well. A traveller had passed through their hamlet and stopped at their house. While 
he rested, Dave had regaled him with the songs his mother had taught him. The traveller had seen a talent in 
the dark haired youth and whisked him away to pastures new and, hopefully, a better life for his farming 
family. 


His big break had been in Paris in the late 1100's when he had played the piano for the French Royal family. 
Enchanted by his nimble fingers, they took him to Paris and installed him as their resident pianist. For many 
years, he played within the walls of their beautiful palace, entertaining everyone who happened to pass 


through. 


Yet he still dreamed of his freedom. He dreamed of being able to travel and, while the Royal family took him 
on their extended journeys, there was nothing that could beat the freedom of feeling the wind in his hair. So, 
on the eve of his forty-seventh birthday, the family gifted him with both his freedom and the promise that 


his talent would never die. 


Dave had taken to the world, following its highways and byways to find the music that made his heart sing. 
Finally, just as the I9th century rolled into the 20th century, he made his home in a blossoming little city 
called Los Angeles. It was within the city's embrace that he found what he'd been looking for. 


The Royal family's gift left him living by moonlight and craving blood. Neither particularly bothered Dave. He'd 
always preferred the night and his lust for the crimson life fluid was easily contained thanks to an abundance 
of willing donors and the occasional steak. He was free to do as he pleased with no restrictions. 


The band played on, Dave's china-white skin never breaking a sweat as a he danced and laughed. Their music 
was what he was looking for, the high-speed sounds replacing the beats of his stilled heart. He was happy and 
drunk, the alcohol mixing with the meal he'd eaten a few hours previously. People slammed in to him and he 


happily returned the gesture, their collective joy at the freedom they were given spiralling higher and higher. 


With a scream of feedback, the red-head on the stage gripped the microphone, his face twisted in to a sweaty 


snarl. "You've been great!" he cried "We've been Megadeth!" 

Dave screamed his appreciation along with the rest of the crowded bar. The hum of the amps was 
overwhelming as the band stepped from the stage. Returning to the bar, Dave grabbed them another handful 
of beers, gleefully handing them out as the group of now happy looking musicians approached him. 


"You were fuckin’ awesome!" he exclaimed. "Fuckin! amazing! When are you playing next? Where? I've gotta -" 


Dave waved his free hand above his head. "I've gotta get another hit of that. It was fuckin’ incredible!" 
From beneath his sweaty hair, he saw the red-head grin. "Made an impact, huh?" 


Dave laughed and nodded. "Yeah. Yeah, you did. You guys wanna party tonight? Not like in a sexual way but in a 
Let's get drunk and celebrate life" kinda way." 


The red-head threw his head back and laughed. "Sure. We'd love to do that. But you're paying." 
"Damn right | am!" Dave gleefully replied 


The night was young, and so were the band. While Dave's life may have stalled, theirs looked as beautiful as 
the full moon that hung over his adopted city. 


